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Summary: For the past six months, Nico Di Angelo has been showing up 
in Dipper Pines' dreams. Tonight is not an exception. They don't talk 
much, preferring to use their bodies to get across what they want to 
say. Smut. One shot. 


Worshiping The Demigod 

**Author's Note: This is a birthday present for Elentori. **** Please 
support me on Patreon (momma_ran) ** 

**This fic contains sex between Dipper Pines and Nico Di Angelo. I'm 
calling this ship "Nipper."** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The first time that Dipper Pines laid eyes on Nico Di Angelo, he 
thought that the man was a demon come to haunt him. It wouldn't be 
the first time that Dipper has encountered a demon in his dreams. 
Considering Dipper's history, it wasn't surprising that Dipper 
thought Nico was a demon. Nico had looked directly at Dipper, 
blatantly observing him; which is a sharp contrast to the side 
glances usually given to Dipper by people in his dreams. <p> 

Nico has the ancient air of someone who has lived through great loss 
and didn't exactly come out okay. 

Nico is tall and lean but he has a warrior's body with strong muscles 
and skin crisscrossed with scars. Nico's skin is pale in an ashy sort 
of way. Once he shyly told Dipper that he's Italian on his mother's 
side. The paleness of his normally olive skin tone is from spending 
so much time in the Underworld. 


Nico's eyes are the dark color of a smoke stained wood bar from the 
1920s, the kind of bar that was only opened after midnight and only 



served one kind of beer. Dark shadows around his gorgeous eyes give 
them a sunken, haunted look. 


Nico keeps his long black hair in a messy pony tail. Though sometimes 
Dipper can convince him to let it down. When its down it cascades 
over Nico's shoulders in an obsidian waterfall. Dipper loves running 
his fingers through the demigod's thick black hair. 

He doesn't speak often. It took a lot of vague explanations on Nico's 
part and a lot of reading between the lines before Dipper understood 
the situation fully. The gods are real and they are constantly 
watching and listening. Nico has a boyfriend who is another demigod 
and the trysts with Dipper will cause problems. The only thing saving 
their skins is Nico thinking that Dipper is only a dream person. 

It doesn't bother Dipper. He still isn't sure that Nico is a real 
person either. Even after six months, some part of Dipper still 
suspects that Nico is a demon. They come to the same place every 
time. A place that's barren and the color of a sheer silver scarf. 
Which is, they suspect, what the floor is made of. Some sort of 
silvery fabric that bunches in their hands when they grip it but 
otherwise stays solid and still. 

Dipper places delicate kisses along Nico's collarbone. He licks at 
the curve of it and across the hollow of Nico's throat. Dipper 
doesn't know Nico - not really - but he wants to sing Nico's praise. 
Wants to whisper that he loves Nico for more than his body. But that 
would be a lie. And so Dipper keeps quiet as well. 

Nico hides his face in his hands to cover his blush. He tilts his 

head back to give Dipper better access to his neck. 

Dipper lifts his head to kiss Nico. He plants kisses on the demigod's 

face and hands, trying to coax Nico into kissing him again. 

With a grunt of annoyance, Nico shoves Dipper's head back down to his 
neck. Its a weak spot of his. 

Dipper kisses across Nico's throat. He nibbles and sucks on the 
demigod's pulse. 

As a reward, Nico runs his hand down Dipper's chest and over his 
stomach. He strokes Dipper's half hard cock with almost lazy 
movements. Nico's hand is almost cold against Dipper's skin but at 
this point he's used to it. 

Dipper moans against Nico's skin as heat flushes through his body. 
Pleasure centers around his cock. He mouths along Nico's chest, 
circling his nipples with his tongue. 

Nico arches up with a keen. He shifts so that he can keep stroking 
Dipper, now just with his fingertips. He makes eye contact with 
Dipper; screaming for more without uttering a single word. 

Nodding, Dipper pulls away from the demigod. He takes in the sight of 
Nico flushed with desire. Then he prods the demigod into turning 
around . 

Head down, butt in the air, Nico's back is deliciously arched. Like 
this his body shows off all of his muscles and scars. He rests his 



face against his arms, gazing back at Dipper with pupils blown wide 
by lust . 


Dipper kisses down his spine. He lets his fingers play along the 
scars that litter Nico's skin. He backs up a bit, getting down on his 
knees. Dipper bites down on Nico's thigh, pulling skin into his mouth 
and sucking on it . 

This produces a long moan from Nico and the tensing of his 
legs . 

Dipper eases up with his teeth. Nico had once quietly explained that 
he's been tortured and would prefer not to experience any more pain. 
So Dipper is gentle with the demigod even though this is just a dream 
and Nico probably isn't even real. He sucks on the skin there, 
circling with the tip of his tongue. After a moment Dipper lets go, 
lifting his head just enough to see the red mark on Nico's pale 
skin . 

Nico's toes curl with pleasure. He peeks at Dipper from beneath his 
arm then hides his face again when he realizes he's being 
watched . 

Dipper bites him again, higher up on his thigh. He leaves a trail of 
love bites up Nico's thigh. Red marks, teeth indentations, slick with 
saliva. A sure sign that Dipper has been here. Leaving hickies on 
Nico is an experience. They show up so well against his pale 
skin . 

Dipper puts his hands on Nico's cheeks and spreads them. 

Nico whines, his voice muffled by the ground. An adult with a 
boyfriend and he's still embarrassed about this stuff even though he 
doesn't think Dipper is real. Its amusing. 

Dipper runs the pad of his thumb against the puckered flesh of Nico's 
entrance . 

Nico pushes back against him, seeking more contact. Experience tells 
Dipper that Nico won't beg verbally but he has other means means of 
conveying what he wants. Now he pushes back again, letting out a 
needy mewl . 

"Patience," Dipper purrs. He presses a little harder against him. He 
kisses Nico's cheeks, covering his butt in chaste kisses. 

Nico moans and whimpers. His hands curl into fists. 

Dipper presses his lips to the puckered ring of flesh. He slides his 
tongue between his lips, presses the tip to Nico's entrance. Dipper 
moves his tongue quickly, licking with fast, short movements. 

With a moan, Nico shudders against him. He pushes back on Dipper's 
tongue, eager for more. The demigod is impatient tonight. 

Dipper teases more, taking it slow, not giving Nico what he wants. He 
licks circles around Nico's entrance. 

Nico's legs tremble. He whines, pushing back against Dipper's mouth. 
It must be driving him up a wall to not be able to voice what he 



wants. To not be able to just snap at Dipper and tell him to tongue 
fuck him. 


Dipper licks Nico until the saliva is dripping down Nico's scrotum. 
Then he pushes his tongue into Nico, past that ring of muscle. He 
doesn't stop until his lips are pressed against skin. Dipper wiggles 
his tongue. Its probably weird that Dipper enjoys burying his tongue 
up to his lips inside of Nico. He likes the feeling, the warm 
tightness around his tongue. The way his saliva runs down his chin 
and Nico's body clenches around him. Dipper especially likes the way 
that Nico whimpers and keens, the way his hips rock ever so 
slightly . 

Nico gives a long, low moan. His legs are shaking. He speaks 
gibberish, no real language, but one that Dipper understands 
regardless. Nico shifts his weight so that he can move one hand to 
his cock, stroking it with fast movements. 

Dipper moves his tongue in and out; slow then fast then slow again. 
With one hand he keeps the demigod close to him, with the other he 
strokes his cock. He rubs his thumb over the dripping tip, smearing 
precum . 

Nico keens. A long string of pleading noises that get the message 
across without him actually speaking. He looks over his shoulder at 
Dipper, makes eye contact with him. Nico's face is flushed with a 
pale pink blush. His ponytail is almost completely free of its tie, 
letting his long black hair loose. 

Dipper pulls away with a gasp. From the corner of his eye he watches 
Nico . 

The demigod twists around, coming up to kneel in front of Dipper. He 
has an intense look on his face, the look he gets when he's trying to 
convey something to Dipper. Nico brings a hand up to the back of 
Dipper's head and pulls him forward. When their lips brush, Nico 
mouths Dipper's name. 

He's tasted his name on Nico's lips before and he loves it. This time 
is no exception. Dipper slides his tongue across Nico's lips, then 
bites the bottom one. He sucks on Nico's bottom lip. If they weren't 
in a dream it would probably be gross but since they are, they can do 
what they want without grossness. 

The demigod's breath comes in pants. He wraps his arms around 
Dipper's neck and his legs around Dipper's waist. Even after all of 
that, Nico's skin is still cool to the touch. Nico's butt rubs 
against Dipper's cock. He digs his nails into Dipper's shoulders, 
rocking against him. His erection leaves a trail of clear precum on 
Dipper's abdomen. 

Dipper guides himself into Nico, pushing his cock in slowly. Even on 
the inside Nico isn't exactly the warmest but with more friction that 
will change. His body shakes from the pleasure. Being inside of Nico 
feels incredible. The demigod is tight and warm and pulsating. Its 
enough to make Dipper dizzy with the pleasure. Dipper takes a few 
shuddering breaths against Nico's shoulder. 

Despite what they have been doing, Nico isn't ever overly 
affectionate. However, this time he nuzzles Dipper vigorously. His 



nails scratch lightly down Dipper's shoulder blades. 


Dipper senses the question that Nico can't ask. "It feels good." He 
answers, pressing kisses to the skin behind Nico's ear. 

This seems to sate Nico. He moves his hips a little, a signal for 
Dipper to move. 

Dipper pulls out except his head then pushes back in. He moves 
slowly, filling Nico until he bottoms out. Over and over again; until 
they both have shaking limbs and take shuddering breaths. Dipper 
wraps his arms around Nico's waist, getting a good grip on the 
demigod . 

Nico clings to him, whimpering. He nuzzles at Dipper's neck, sinks 
his nails into Dipper's shoulder blades. 

With permission granted. Dipper changes the pace. He moves faster. 
Skin slaps against skin. Between the two of them, Nico's body is 
getting warmer. With every thrust. Dipper kisses Nico's pale 
shoulder . 

Moans drip from Nico's lips. His hips rock against Dipper's. Nico 
runs one hand down Dipper's chest, pausing to tweak a nipple, before 
letting it fall to his own cock. He strokes himself fast, with jerky 
movements. The demigod whimpers. 

Dipper rests his forehead against Nico's shoulder to watch him get 
himself off. Its unbearably sex. Dipper slows the pace a little, 
watching himself slide in and out of Nico. He shudders. That's sexy 
too . 

Nico cups Dipper's chin, tilting it up. His lips are on Dipper's in 
an instant. His movements get sporadic. Nico moans in Dipper's mouth. 
He tilts his head back as he moves against Dipper. 

Dipper makes each of his thrusts count. He knows how to please this 
demigod. Dipper mouths along Nico's exposed throat. He can feel Nico 
pulsing around him and its driving him crazy with pleasure. His 
orgasm builds rapidly and before he knows it, he's reached the peak. 
Dipper whimpers when he cums . 

Nico lets out a loud whine. He pushes Dipper down, shifts to his 
knees. With a hand planted on either of Dipper's shoulders, the 
demigod rides Dipper hard and fast. His back is arched beautifully. 
Nico doesn't touch himself but he's hard as a rock and absolutely 
dripping precum. 

Dipper keeps his eyes on Nico's face, watching his expression shift 
as he's pleasured. He brings one hand up to stroke Nico's cock, 
helping him get to orgasm. 

Nico is silent when he cums. His entire body shakes. 

Dipper moves to sit up. He wraps his arms around Nico's waist. Dipper 
presses his forehead to Nico's. They share each others breaths, 
trying to get their breathing back to normal. Dipper is still inside 
of Nico, his cock still hard and pulsing. Looking into Nico's eyes. 
Dipper gets lost in their dark brown depths. 



Nico offers Dipper a small smile. He tilts his head to kiss Dipper 
soft lips pressing to Dipper's. 


Its the kind of kiss that breaks Dipper's heart. Nothing more than 
quiet sex is going to come from their meetings together. Nico is in 
love with someone else and Dipper ... well Dipper won't remember any of 
this when he wakes up. The problem is, every time the sex ends. 

Dipper wakes up without any memory of it. He doesn't remember Nico or 
even having a sex dream. Nico says its because he doesn't want Dipper 
thinking about him at all, lest his thoughts are invaded by a god. 
Dipper clings tightly to Nico, not wanting to give him up. 

As though sensing it, Nico holds Dipper tightly as well. Then he's 
pulling away to kiss Dipper again. _Goodbye_. Its mouthed against 
Dipper ' s lips . 

Dipper wakes up feeling empty inside. Its the same thing that's been 
happening every night for the past six months. He sighs as he slips 
off his wet boxers. One would think that he'd be able to remember at 
least one of these sex dreams he's been having. Dipper doesn't even 
remember who he ' s been dreaming about . 

Still naked. Dipper reaches for his laptop. He plugs in his earbuds 
while he waits impatiently for it to turn on. A few months ago he 
installed cameras in his room to watch himself in his sleep. Its 
gross, a little pervy, yeah, but he wants some clue about what's 
going on. So far there's been nothing. As he has for the past few 
months, he watches himself moving and moaning beneath the covers. 
Dipper doesn't blush about that anymore. Then his sleeping self moans 
a name: Nico. Dipper's heart flutters even though he doesn't have any 
context to go with the name. 

Dipper whispers the name out loud to himself. His heart skips another 
beat. He feels fluttery and light inside. Its almost like the soaring 
feeling he used to get when Wendy would talk to him. "I have a crush 
on Nico?" Dipper whispers the words to the darkness. They don't sound 
entirely right. "I'm in love with Nico?" The way his heart speeds up 
tells Dipper that this is the proper context. He sets the laptop 
aside then lays back on his pillows. 

Dipper closes his eyes but can't think of a face to go with that 
name. Its like its right there but he can't grab hold of it. Dipper 
sighs and clutches his aching chest. "Nico, what are you doing to 
me?" 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Author ' s Note 2: I just want to say I really hate the 
idea of Nico and Dipper living in the same world, which is why I 
decided to have it be a dreamworld. Its more like the barrier between 
their dimensions is thin in their dreams? I don't know. I just hate 
the idea of limiting Dipper to the laws and gods of Nico's world. 
<strong>* *Nico ' s demigod boyfriend is Will. And in the event that 
word gets out about Nico's cheating, Nico would rather be able to say 
"I thought it was a dream" rather than having to admit "I'm taking 
after uncle Zeus."** 


End 
f ile . 



